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And yet my Gelia did not fall As grosser earthly mortals do, But stooped, like Phoebus, to renew Her lustre by her morning rise. And dart new beauties in the skies, Like a white dove, she took her flight, And, like a star, she shot her light: This dove, this star, so loved of all, My fair, dear, sweetest, did not fall.
But, if you'll say my Celia fell, Of this I'm sure, that, like the dart Of Love it was, and on my heart; Poor heart, alas! wounded before, She needed not have hurt it more: So absolute a conquest she Had gained before of it, and me, That neither of us have been well Before, or since my Gelia fell.46                        CHARLES    COTTON             1630-1687
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